He Leaves Josephine's Room
the Lancers.55 Usually, however, as at the Tuileries,
his memory served.
It was a very busy day; and there were many other
things besides armies to inspect: the swamps which he
had ordered sluiced and drained, huge ovens where bread
for his soldiers was to be baked, great walls of masonry
for docks and ammunition depots, the rigging of ships,
and the completion of a gigantic fleet of flat-bottomed
scows which were to convey his soldiers to the cliffs rising
out of the blue across the Channel.
At last the emperor paused, supperless, by the harbor,
trying perhaps to restore a little of that energy which
each morning must set a nation at work.
The lateness of the hour left the stone quai like a little
deserted stage, with a forest of masts and crosstrees in
the harbor for a setting, and lighted by a moon fast
rounding out, over a row of sagging old houses, and fall-
ing on his figure, also approaching the round, and now
leaning against a stone post on the quaL The gables of
the old row cut an irregular toothed shadow out of the
gold; and in this shadow stood two other figures jauntily
plumed, side-burned, and becaped.
For a long time he stood thus motionless, in a silence
unbroken save by the clank of an anchor-chain, the
crunch of a hawser suddenly tautened by the swell, or the
song of a sailor black in a golden port-hole.
"For once he looks weary,5' said one of the becaped
figures, Duroc.
The other, Rapp, bent down and began throwing little
pebbles in the yeasty water,
"Who wouldn't,'5 he replied, "after a day like this, and
that following a ride from Milan to Paris, which he made
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